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PROLOGUE. 

Written by the Honu GfibRG£ LvTTi.ETONy Efq; 

Spoken by Mr. Qui N. 
C^mi not iere your candor to implore 
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For fcenesy iMbofe mitlm' is^.aUu ! no more ^ 

He 'wants no ad<ooc Ate bis caufe to plead i 

You ivill yourfel^ves he patsfohs of the d44^ 

No parPp bis henevoknce comfini^ 

No fed — ^^-^alike it fio'wd to all mankinds 

He loFo^d his friends (forgi^ve this gufbing tear : 

Alas! I feel I am n^ ador here) 

He lo<u^d his friends 'with fuch a 'warmth of hearty 

So clear of intrefiy fo die'void'of art^ 

Such generous freedom^ fuch unjbaken zeai^ 

No 'words cOMjjp^k /I, but 9(Ur teare mefp teH. 

O candid truth! O faith tstithofit aftain! 
O manners gHitly frm^ and nohly tlain I 
O fympathizing lotve of others hUjs ! 
Where 'will you find another Breajl like his ? 
Such 'Was the man-^^the poet 'wei! you know r 
Oft has he touch' d your hearts fwith tender 'woe : 
Oft in this crowded houfe^ 'with j^fl applaufe 
Tau heard him teach fair «virttt^s purefi la*ws ; 
For his chafie mufe employed her bean/ n- taught lyn 
None hul the nohleft paffions to infpire^ 
Not one immoral^ one corrupted thought^ 
One line, 'which dying he could 'voi/h to blot, 
Ohf mt/^ to-night your favourable doom 
Another laurel add to grace his tomb : 
J^ilfi -be,, fuperior no'w to praife or blame^ 
Hears not the feeble iMiice of human fame. 
T'et if to thok ^hom mofi on earth he lov'd^ 
From 'whom pis pious care is no<w remo'v'dy 
fVitb 'whom his liberal band, and bounteous heart. 
Shared 'all his tittle fortune could impart : 
If to thofe friends your kind regajcdfiaU ginje^ 
What they- no longer can from bis receive. 
That, that, evenno'uj, above yon Jiarry pole f 
May touch 'with pleafure his immortal foul. 
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The PERSONS. 



CaIUS MaRCIUS CORIOLANUS, Mr. 

Attius Tullus, general of^»* 



Ryan; 



, Sparks. 
. Ridout. 



of) 

the Volfcian army. J 

Galesus, one of the deputies') 

of the Volfcian ftates attend- > Mr. Delane. 
ing the camp. J 

The other deputies of the Vol- > 
fcian ftates. y 

VoLUsius, one of the principal ) w 
Folfcuin oe^c^TS. S^^' 

Titus, freed-man of Galesus. Mr. 

Marcus MiNUCius, conful and ^ 

principal of the deputation ^ Mr. Bridgwater, 
from^owtf to CoRfOLANUs. J 

POSTHUMUS COHINIUS, a 

confuJar fenator, one of the 
deputation, and who had been 
the Roman general at the ta- 
king of Corioli. 
Vbturi A, mother ofCoRio-7 

LANUS. i 

VOLUMNIA, wife of CORIOLA 
NUS. 



>Mr. Anderfon. 



Mrs. 



Mifs 



Wpffington. 
Bellafny. 



^! 



Roman fenators, priefts, augurs, l^c. of the firft de- 
putation. . Roman ladies, in the train of Veturia 
and VoLUMNiA, of the fecond deputation. *^ 

rolfcidn Off icEKSf Lictors, Soldiers^ JsTr. 

SCENE, The Voifcian Camp. 
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C OR I O L A N U S. 

A. 

T R A G E D Y. 

ACT I. SCENE L 

7ht Volfcian Camp, 

AtTIUsTuLLUS^ VOLUSltfi. 
VoLITSlUt. 

WHENCE 18 ft, 7ul!usy tlwCbiir gnns are ftopt 
Here on the borders of tbe Roman ^te } ^ 
Whj flteps that fpirit, whoft heroic ardor 
Urg'd you to break the truce, and pour'd our hofl:. 
From all tV united cantons of the roi/ci^ 
On their unguarded frontier ? Such defigns 
Brook not an hour's delay ; their whole fuccefs 
Depends on inftant, vigorous execution. 

Tul. Volufiusy 1 approve thy brave impatience * 
And will to thee, in confidence of friendfliip, 
Difclofe my fecret foul. Thou know'ft Gaiefusy 
Whofe freedom Caius Marcius^ once his gueft. 
Of all the fpoil of fack'd Gonoli, 
Alone demanded ; and who thence to Romey 
From gratitude and friendfhip, foliow*d Marcius ; 
Whence lately to our Antium he returned, 
With overtures of peace propos'd by Rome. 

Vol, 1 know him well ; an antiquated fage 

A 3 - Of 
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6 CORIOLANDS. 

Of that romantic fchool Pythagoras 
EftabliiK'd here on our fUfperian iliow # 
Whofe gentle didates only ferve to Xame 
Enfeebled mortals into flafcs. 

Tul, Galefus, 
Doubtlefs, poflefTes many civil virtties ; 
Is gentle, good ; for redlitude of heart, 
And innocence of life, by at! rever'd. 

VoL Pardon me, TuUusy \T my faithful bluntlefs 
Deems you too lib'ral in hfs praif«. In peace 
Such may perhaps do well, when prating rules 
An idle world j but in tempcftuous times 
They are ftark naught, thefe vifionary ftatefmen. 
Fit rulers only for their golden tge. 
The rugged genius of rapacious Rome 
For other men, and other councils, calls. 

Tul. Your thoughts arc mine — I only meant to teH 
thee »' 

The part^ bears in this ill-tim'd delay. 

Soon as* our gathered army mafch'd from Jfntiumy 
The Roman fenate, whofe attentive caution 
Watch'd all our motions, took at once th* alarm ; 
And fent a herald, ere we pa ft their borders. 
With formal ceremony, to demand 
Thecaufe of our approach. — Had I been mafter, 
I would have anfwer'd at the gates of Rome, 
But this Gale/us^ who attends our camp 
Among the Voljcian deputies, fo pleaded 
The laws of nations, made (ijch loud complaints 
Againft th' infradion of the public faith, 
fao teaz'd us with the pedantry of dates, 
That I was forc'd, unwilling, to permit 
His freedman Titus, to be fent to Rome 
With our demands, ^f thefe the fenate grants, 

We 



CORIOLANUS. 7 

We then are in the toils of peace entangled, 
In f^ite of atl my efforts to avoid them. 

Vol. O 'tis a wild chimera! Peace with Rome I 
Dream not of that, unlefs the Volfcian courage 
Is quite fubdu'd, and only feeks to gild 
A vile fubmidlon with that fpecious name. 
Learn wifdom from your neighbours. Peace with Romt 
Has queird the Latinesy tamed their freeborn fpirit. 
And by her friendfhip honOur'd them with chains. 

Tiil. She ne'er will grant it on the juft conditions 
I npw have brought the ro(fci to demand: 
The reftitution of Our conquer'd cities. 
And fair alliance Upon equal terms. 
I know the Roman infolence will fcorn 
To yield to this: And Titus muft return 
Within three days, the longetl term allow'd him i 
Of which the third is ne&r elaps'd already. 
Then even GaU/us will not dare to ftop us 
With fuperftitious forms, and folemn trifles, 
From letting loofe th* unbridled rage of W^f 
Again ft thofe hated tyrants of Hefperia. 

Vol. Thanks to the Gods ! my fword will then be free. 
Then, poor Corio/i! thy bleeding wounds, 
Thy treafures fack'd, tby captivated matrons. 
Shall amply be revtngM by thy Volujtus : 
Then, Tullusy from the lofty brows of Marcius 
Thott may*ft regain the wreaths his conquering hand. 
By partial fortune aided, tore from thine. 

ful. O my Volujius ! thou, who art a foidier, 
A try'd and brite one too, fay, in thy heart 
Doft thou not fcorn me? thOu, who faw*ft me bend 
Beneath the hatf-^fpent thunder of a foe. 
Warm from the conqueft of Coi^io/i, 
Which, ruihing furious in with thofe, whofe fally 

A 4 He 



8 CORIOLANUS. 

He htd repeird, he fciz'd almoft alone j 
And gave to fire and fword. Yet thence he flew, 
Scorning the plunder of our richeft city. 
His wounds undreft, without a moment*8 refpitc 
.To wh€re our armies on the fearful edge 
Of battle flood ; and alking of the conful 
To be opposed to nie, with mighty rage, 
Refiftlcfs, bore us down. 

f^ol. True valor, TuUus^ 
Lyes in the mind, the never-yielding purpofe, 
Nor owns the blind award of giddy fortune. 

Tul, My foul, my friend, my foul is all on fire ! 
Thirft of revenge confumca mc ! the revenge 
Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 
This h^ppy Romany this proud Marcius^ haunts me. 
Each troubled night, when flaves and captives fleep. 
Forgetful of their chains, I, in my dreams. 
Anew am vanquiiK'd ; and, beneath the fword , 
With horror finking, feel a tenfold death, 
The:.4eath of honour. But I will redeem- 
Yea, Marciusy I will yet redeem my fame. 
To fiice thee once again is the great purpofe 
For which alone I live.--Till thcivhow flow. 
How tedious lags the time! while fhame corrodes me, 
"With many a bitter thought i and injur'd honour 
Sick, and defponding, preys upon itfelf. 

Fol. It fafl approaches now, the hour of vengeance* 
To this famed land, to antient Latium due. 
Unbalanc'd Romey at variance with herfelf, 
To order loft, in deep and hot commotion, 
Stands on the dangerous point of civil war; 
Her haughty nobles and feditious commons 
Reviling, fearing, hating one another : 

While, 
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CORIOLANU8. 9 

While» on our part all wears a profperous face ; 
Our troops united, numerous, high in fpirit. 
As if their general's foul informed them all. 
O long-ezpedted day ! 

Tul. Go, hravt P'o/ujius^ 
Go ^reathe thy ardor into every brcaf! ; 
That when the Volfcian envoy (hall retwn. 
Whom erjj the clofe of evening I expeft. 
One fpirit may unite us in the caufe 
Of generous freedom, and our native rights. 
So long opprefs'd by Rdme't encroachinjg power. 

S- G E N E n. 

TuLLUS aJone^ 

Galefus faid''that Marcius (lands for confuL 
O favour thpu hfs fuit, propitious Jo<ve ! 
That I may brave him at his army's head. 
In all the majefty of fovereign power I' 
That the whole conduct of the war may reffi 
On us alone, and prove by its decifion. 
Which of the two is^worthieft to command'. 

s c E n; E^ m.. 

TuLLUS, OrrrcER. 

7i//. Ha I why this hade? ypu iook.alarm'd. 

Off, Uy lord, , ^ 

One of waited pertj hh vifagrbid,. , 
Has plac'd htnifelf .upon your facred hif arth,. , , 
Beneath the dread proteftion of.your Lares i 
And fits majeftic there in foljemn filence. ' -^ 

Tul. Did you not a(k him who,: and what he was? 

Off, My lord, I could not fpeakf I felt appall'ci,, 
A 5 As 
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lo C O R I O L A N U S. 

As if the prcfence of fomc God had ftrwcfc me. 

TuL Come, dallard 1 let me find this man of terrors. 

S C E N E ' IV. 

7h€ back'fcene opens ^ and dtf coders Coriola'nus as 
defcrihed aho<ve» 

CoRIOLANUS, TuLLUS. 

T«/. lafttrfime JSienei.] Illuftrioui ftranger — for 
thy high demeanor 
Befpeaks thee fuch — who art thou ? 

Cor. [Rtfing and unmuffling bis face] View me, 

Julius — [ After fome paufe. ] 

Doft thou not know me? 

Tul. No, That noble front 
I never faw before. What is thy name? ^ 

Cor, Does not the fecret voice of hoftiie inftJn£l, 
Does not thy fwelHng heart declare me to thee ? 

7uL Gods ! can it be ?— — — 

Cor, Yes. I am Cuius Marcius ; 
Known to thy fmarting country by the name 
O^Coriohnus. , That alone is left me. 
That empty name for all my toils, my fervice. 
The blood which I have Aied for tbanklefs Rome. 
Behold me banilli'd thence, a v!6tim yielded 
By herwtak nobles to the maddening rabble. 
I feek revenge. Thou may* ft employ my fword. 
With keener edge, With heavier forte agatnft her. 
Than e'er ft fell upon the V$lfeian nation. 
But if thou, Tttllus, doft refufe me this, 
^The only wifh <)f my colhaed heart, 
Where every palfion in one burning point 
Concentlsrfil give me death: Death frona thy hand 

I fure 



CpRIQLANUS. II 

I fure have well dcferv'd— Nor ihall I blufli 
To take or life or death from Attius Tullus. 

Tul. O Caius Marcius ! in this one Jliort- moment. 
That we have friendly talk'd, my ravifh'd heart 
Has undergone a great, a wpnderous change. 
I ever held thee in my beft efteem ; 
But this heroic confidence has won me> 
Scampt me at once thy friend. I were indeed 
A wretch as mean as this thy truft is noble, 
Could I refufe thee thy demand — Yes, Marcius^! 
Thou haii: thy wifli J take half of niy command. 
If that be not enough, then take the whole. 
We have, my friend, a gallant force on foot. 
An army, Marcius^ fit to follow thee. 
Go, lead them on, and take thy full revenge. 
All fKouId unite to paniAi the ungrateful. 
Ingratitude is treafon to mankind. 

Car, [emhracingbim.] Thus, generous 7«//x^/, take 
a foidier's thanks,. 
Who IS not pradis*d in fhe glofs of words ■ 
Thou friend tn deed ! friend to my caufe, my quarrel*' 
Friend to the darling pailion of my foul ! 
All elfe I fet at nought! — ^Immortal Gods! 
1 am new-made, and wonder at myfelf ! 
A little v^hile ago, and I was nothing; 
A powerlefs reptile crawling on the earth, 
Curs'd with i foul that reftlefs wifli'd to wield 
The bolts of Jd^ve ! I dwelt in Erdus, 
I wander "il through the hopelefs gloom of hell. 
Stung with revenge, tormented by the furies f 
Now, Tu/tus, like a god, you draw me thence, 
Throne me anitdft the Iktcs, with tempeft charg'd, , 
And put the ready thunder in my hand I 

Tui. What I have promis'd, Marcius y I will do. 

WJihin 
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12 C O R I O L A N U S. 

Within an hour at fartheft we expeft 

The freedinan ofG^/efus back from Rome^ 

Who carry*d to the fenate our demands. 

Their anfwer will, I doubt not, end the truce. 

And inftant draw our angry fwords againft them. 

'Till then retire within my inmoft tent, 

Unknown to all but me, that when our chiefs 

Meet in full council to declare for war, 

I may produce thee to their wondering eyes. 

As if defcended from avenging heaven 

To humble lofty ^©«f, and leach her jufticc. 

Cor. To thy diredion, TuUusy I refiga 
My future life: my fate is in thy hands % 
And, if I judge aright, the fate of /^om^. 

End of tbiFiKsr Act. 

A C T II. S G E N E I. 

Galesus, Titus. 

Cfl/.TNDEED! my Titusy I had hopes that IJoiw^, 

X Ve3t'd as fhe i& with her domeflic broils. 
Her frontier weak, her armies unprepar'd^ 
Might have comply'd with our demands, and given us 
The fame alliance granted to the Latines. 

Tit. The fenate fcarce would Ivear the termsIofFer^ ; 
But, ordered me to bring this anfwer back : 
** If firft the Folfci take up arms, the Romam 
« Will be laft to lay them down." 

Gal. Alas! 
This anfwer feals the doom of many a wretch. 
Unchain'd Bellona from her temple rufhes, 
With all the crimes and vices in her train. 
Earth fades at her approach. To rural peace, 

Fair 
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COR I O L A NUS. 13 

Fair plenty, and tke focial joy of cict«9, 
Soon will fucceed rage, raphie, devaftation^ 
Each cruel horror faHdify'd by naniss. 
O mortallsf mortals! when will yous content 
With nature's bounty, thatjn fuller flow. 
Still as your labours open- more its fources,. 
Abundant guilies o'er the happy world 5 
When will you baniflv violence, and outrage^ 
To dwell with beafts of prey in woods and defarts? 

TV/. Never till /2om# ihall change her conquering 
mai^ims. -- 

Gal. Her haughty fpirit now will foar beyond. 
Its ufual pitch, upborn by Caius Marcius.. 
Stands he not for the conddate? 

Tit, He did. 
But iV no more a citizen of Rome. 

Gal. What mean'ft thou, Titus ^ 

Tit. Marcius 18 from Rome^ 
Banifh'd for ever. 

Gal. O immortal powers!* 
On what pretence could they to exite doom* 
Their wifeft captain, and their braveft foldier ? 
Nor lefs renownM for piety, for juftice, 
An uncorrupted heart, and pureil manners. 

Tit. The charge againft him was entirely groundlefi, 
What not his enemies themfelves believ'd, 
AfFefting of tyrannic power in Rome. 
' His real crime was only fome hot words, 
Struck from his fiery temper in the fenate, 
Againft thofe faftious minifters of difcord. 
The tribunes of the people. They to rage, 
And frantic fury, rous*d the mad plebeians 1 
By whom fupported in their bold attempt. 
They durft prefurae to fumroon to the bar 
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Of an enraged ^nd partial populace. 

The mofl iUuftrious fenator of Rame, 

To this the noblca yielded — and, with his, 

Gave up their own and children^ rights for ever* 

GaL O fhameful weaknefa in a Rvman fenate. 
So much renown'd for Brmnefs! Yet, mj Tiius^ 
Spite of my love to Marciusy I mufk own it, 
The vigorous foil whence his heroic virtues 
Luxuriant rife, if not with careful hand 
Severely weeded, teexns with iaiperfe6tions» 
His lofty fpirit brooks no oppofition. 
His rage, if once offended, knows nobounds^ 
He deems plebeiani, with patrician blood 
Compared, the creatures of a lower fpecies. 
Mere menial hands by nature made to ferve hfrn* 

7*//. It was this high patrician pride undid him» 
The furious people triumphed in his ruin. 
As if they had expellM another Tarquin :■ 
While, like a captive train, the vanquiih'd nobles 
Hung their dejedted heads in (ilent fhame. 
Marcius alone ieem'd unconcernM ; tho' deep 
The latjpnt temped boil'd within his breaflr, 
Choak'd up and fmother'd with exccffive rage. 

GaL You were his gueft at Romiy and therefore. 

Might on this fad condition be permitted 
To join your tears with his domeftic fi lends. 
Saw you that moving fcenc ? 

rit. I dfd^ Galefu^. . 
I followed Marcius home — ^His mother, there, 
Feturia^ the moft venerable matron 
Thefe eyes have e'er beheld, and foft Volumnia, 
His lovely virtuous wife, amidft his children, 
Spread on the ground, lay loft in dumb defpair. 

He 
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He fwelliDg ftood ft while, and could not Tpeok/ 
Th' affronted hero ftruggling with the man ; 
Then thus at laft he broke the gloomy fiience; 
** 'Tis done. The guilty fentence is pronounced. 
** Ungrateful Rottte has caft me from her bofom, 
** Support this blow with fortitude and courage^ 
*' As it becomes two generous Rtmtm matronsi 
*• I recommend my children to your care. 
*• Farewel. I go, I quit, without regret, 
** A city grown an enemy to virtue.*' 

Gal, Oh godlike Marcius! oh unconquer^d ftrength 
And dignity of mind ! How much fuperior 
Is fuch a foul to all the power of fortune ! 

Tit. This faid, he fternly try'd to breakaway: "^ 
When, holding in his hand her eldeft fon, 
Veturia followed ; whilft the poor Volumnia^ 
All drown'd in tears, and bearing in one arm 
Their youngeft, yet an infant, with the other 
Hung cMnging at his knees — be, turning to them. 
Half foften*d, half fevere, breath 'd from his foul 
Thefe broken accents — *' Ceafe your vain complaint3r 
** Mother, you have no more a fon ; and thou, 
*' Thou beft of women! thou, my dear Folumnia! 
" No more a hulband'* — Pierc'd with thefe dire words 
Volumni/i lifelefs funk: and off he flung, 
With wild precipitation. 

Gal, Thy fad tale 
Blinds my old eyes with tears — But whither, tell me, 
O whither, 7itusy bent he then his courfe? 

Tit. Where the blind genius of r^gardlefs rage 
And defperation led. On to the gate, 
Capenit calPd, attended by the nobles, 
He ftalk'd in fullen majefty along; 
Nor deign*d a word. A godlike virtuous anger 

Beamed 
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Beamed thro' his features,, and fubh'med his air. 
With down^caft eyes he watk'd ; or, if afide 
He chanc'd to look, each look, was great reproachi 
Thus in emphatic (ilence,. that made words 
Void and inlipid all, he parted fiom them, 
The day preceding my return from Rome; 
Nor has^ been heard of (ioce, loft in th. abyfs^ 
Of his own woes. 

GaL O Matrciur, noble Marciusf 
How fliall my friendfhip fuccour thy diftrefs f 
Where fliall I find theej to partake thy forrows^. 
And make myfelf companion of thy exile ? 

But, Titusy we indulge difcourfe too long— — 
Go, and affemWe thou the Folfcian chiefs^ 
- Whilft I repair to TullUSy to inform. 
And bring him to the council, there to hear 
The fatal, anfwer thou haft^ brought from Rt>m^. 

S C'E N E II. 

Changes to. TullusV tenk. 

GoRlJOLAN.tIS, TUXLUS. 

Cor, Forgive me, Tullus^ if I count the moments' 
That ftop the purpofe of thy noble kindnefs. 
And keep me here confin'd in tame -Inaction. . 
Why lirtgers Titus^ 

Tul. Calm thy reftlefs heart. 
Brave Mardusi every, minute I ezpe^ hini* 
Soon>from the cloud that hides thee, flialt thou break 
With double brightnefs ; foon thy fiery rage 
Shall wither all the ftrength and pride of Rome* 

Cor, O righteous Jo^e^ protedtor of the injur'd!. 
If from my earlieft youth^ with pious awe>. 

Iftill 
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I ftill have rererenc'd thy ali-powerful jui^ice. 

Stilt by her facred dictates rul'd my a£tions; 

O let thyjuftice now fupport my caufe, 

And arm uiy llxong right-hand with all her teirorsl 

When that is done, life or death be my lot, 

As thy almighty pleafure fKall determine. 

[Enier an oficer io Tullus.] 
Off, My lord, Ga/efus aflts admittance to you. 
7tt/. Marciu$y retire an inilant, till I hear 
The bufinefs brings him hither.— Bid htm enter. 

[Exit Officer and Coriolanus.} 
[£/i/#r Galiiui.] 

SCENE III. 

Tullus, Galbsus. 

Gid Tullus^ the R9mmH fenate has reCurn'd 
No other anfwer to our late demands. 
But abfolute denial and defiance. 

Tul It is what I expected — We fhall teach them 
An humbler language foon— Haft thou aflembled. 
As I defir'd, the Folfiian chiefs in council ? 

GaL Tirus is gone to fummon their attendance. 

T«/. It is enough— Come forth, mynoblegueftl 
And fhew GaUfus how the Gods'aflift us. 

SCENE IV. 

CoKioLANus, Tullus, Galesus. 

Gal. O my aftoniih'd foul : what do I fee } 
What I Catus Marcius ! Caius Marcius here,, 
Beneath one tent with Tullus P 

Tul. Ay, and more. 
With Tullus^ now his friend and fellow-foldicr. 

Yes, 
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Yes, thou flialt dt him thundering at the bead 
Of Folfcian armres; he who oft ha«carry\i 
Deftrudion thro' their rtnb— .Your leave a moment^ 
While to our cbiefi, and fathers, I anftouncc 
Their unexpeded gueft. 

SCENE V. 

CoRIOLANUS, GaLBSUS. 

Cor. Thou good oW man! 
Clofe let me ftrain thee to my faithful hearty 
Which now ia doubly thine, united more 
By the protection which thy country gives me» 
Than by our former fir iemiihip. 

Gal. Strange event ! 
This is thy work, almighty protidence f 
Whofe power, beyond the ftretch of human thMight^ 
Revolves the orbfi of entpire i bids them fink 
Deep in the deadning night of thy difpka(utt» 
Or^rife majeftic oi'er a wonderii^ world 
The Gods by thee~l fc« it, C^fiolanm* ■ ■■■■■ 
Mean to exalt us, and deprefs the Remans. 

Cor. Gaieftis, yes, the Gods have fent me hither ; 
Thoie righteous Gods, who, when vindidtive juftice 
Excites them to deftroy a worthlefs people, 
Make their own crimes and follies ftrike the blow. 

Gal. Cheriih thefe thoughts, that teach us what wearc^ 
And tame the pride of man. There is a power, 
Unfeen, that rules th' illimitable world. 
That guides its motions, from the brighteft ftar,. 
To the leaftduftof this fm- tainted mold; 
While man, who madly deems himfelf the lord 
Of all, is nought but weaknefsand dependance. 
This facrcd truth, by fure experience tAught> 

Thots 
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Thou muft have learnt, when, wandeiingall alone. 
Each bird, each infcS, flitting thro' the Ikj, 

Was more fufficient for itfelf, than thou — 

Ah the full image of thj woes dUTolres me ! 

The pangs that niuft have torn, at parting from thec> 

Thy mother and thy wife. I carfnot think 

Of that fad fcene without fome drops of pity I 

Cor. Who was it foTc'd me to that bitter parting? 
"Who, in one cruei, hafty moment, chas'd me 
From wife, fifom children, friends, and houfhdd Gods» 
Me! who fo often had prote6ted theirs? 
Who, from the facred city of my fathers. 
Drove me with nature's commoners to dwells 
To lodge beneath their wide unihelter'd roof. 
And at their table feed ? O blaft me, Gods I ' 
With every woe I debility of mind, 
Dilht>Tiotir, juft contempt, and p^fffd wcakneft. 
If I for^e the tillains f yes, Galefus, 
Yes, 1 will offer to the powers of vengeance 
A great, a glorious viftim — a wboie dty I ■ 

Why, Tulius^ this delay? 

Oul. Mzy Corklanui • 
Be to the Foifcimn nation, and himfelf. 
The dread, the godlike inftruaient of juilice f 
But let not rage and vengeance mix their rancor 1 
Let them not troitbJe with their fretful dorm. 
Their angry gleams, that azure, where enthroned 
The calm divinity of jufticc fits. 
And pities, while fhe pvniibes, mankind. 

Cor, What (aidft thou? What, againft, the powert 
of vengeance ? 
The Gods gave honeft anger, juft revenge. 
To be the awful guardians of the rights 
And native dignity of human kind. 

O were 
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were it not for them, the faucy world 
Would grow a noifome neft of little tyrantsf 
Eack carrion crow» on eagle merit perch*d, 
Would peck his eyes out, and the mungril cur 
At pleafure bait the lion — No, Galefus, 

1 would not rafhly, nor on light occaHon, 
Receive the deep impreflion in my breaft ; 
But when the bafe, the brutal and unjuil. 

Or, worfe than all, th* ungrateful, (lamp it there; 

I will then with luxury fupreme 
Enjoy the pleafure of offended Gods, 

A righteous, juft revenge I— Behold my foul. 

Enter un Officer,} 
Of. My lords, th' ftflembled chiefs defire your pre- 

fence. 
Gal. Come» noble Martiusi let my joyfbl hffnd 
Condudt thee thither — Doubt not thy reception 
Will be proportton'd to thy fame and merit. 

SCENE VL 

7hi backfcem •pens, and Aif€9i)ers the deputies of the 

Volfcian States, ajfemhled in council, They rife and 
falute Coriolanus; then refume their places, 

GaLE&US, TvLLVSy CoRlOLANtfS, SENATORS. 

Gal, Aiiembled dates, and captains of t\it i^olfciy, 
Behold the chief fo much rcnownM in war ; 
Our once fo formidable foe, but now 
Ouf profFer'd friend ai>d foldier — Coins Marcius, 
t Sen, We give him hearty welcome from our fouls* 
Cor. Moft noble chiefs, and fathers of the Folfciy 

1 need not fay^, how by the people's rage, . 

And the poor weaknefs of the timid nobles^ 

Ian 
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1 am expeird frpm Rome. Had I confin'd 

My wiihes merely to ft fafe retreat, 

Some Latim city miglit iiave given me thati 

Or any namelcfs corner. What imports it, 

Whereatame, patient exUe rots infilence? 

But, Folfcian lords, permit me to declare, 

I would at once cut (bort my ufelefa days, 

Rathtr than be that defpickblc wretch. 

Who neither can take vengeance on his foes, 

Nor ferv^ his friends. That is my temper, chiefs. 

I /hall be glad to merit, by my fword, 

Th' afylum which I feek among the f^olfci. 

Rome i& our common foe: then let us join 

Our common fufferings, paflions, and refentments* 

Yes, tho' but one, I bring fo many wrongs, 

So large a iliare of powerful enmity. 

Into the war, as gives me the prefumption, 

'to offer to the folfcian ftates th* alliance 

Even of my fingle arm. 

7tt/. That Yiogle arm 
Is in itfelf a numerous army, Marcius^i 
The Volfdans foefteera i t '^ - But proceed. 

Cor. I will not mention, Folfcian chiefs, what talent 
The world allows me to polTeis in war: 
But be that what it will, you may employ it. 
Soldier, or captain, in.whatever flation 
You place me, I will lofe each drop of blood. 
Or with this hand FIl ?i% the Folfcian ftandard 
On the prdud towers of capitolian ^^w^. 

7W. Chiefs of the Fqlfcian league, I give you joy 
Of our new citizen, the noble Marcius. 
The genius of the Folfcian date has fent him, 
Whetted by wrongs into a keener hatred 
Than that we bear to Rome. It were contemning. 

With 
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With 4aipions &!f-rufficient arroganor, 

This bounty of the Gocfe, not to adcept^ 

With everjr mrfc of iwnoivry of bis fonrice* 

I, FelfcianSf l^ even jhlims TwUm^ give, 

Firft of 70U aliy my vokc, that dri^i Mnrctus 

Be now recetir'd to high command among tis ; 

That inftantljr we do appoint him gtnerat 

Of half our troofe» which }Kre, wkh your confene, 

I to him yid)d.-^«Speak» cb>e^, is this yovr pleafure ? 

I- ^'iH^ \t i^'^-Wegife uftanimous conient. 

7ul [^embracing bim.) Marcfiis, 1 joy to call thee 
nvy CGaifttAi«D> 
And colleguQ ia tfaia war. 

Qr. By all the God&f 
Thou art the generouji wfijoref ray foul I 
Yes, Tullusy I am conquered by thy virtue. 

Gal. Thft' 1 have oft, on great occafioAs, TuJIus, 
Beheld thee ki the fentt^ aoud the Beid^ 
Cover'd with glory; yet, I m^ift a:vow, 
I never faw thee (hew fuch gemiine greatne fs^ 
Such true fublimity of foul, as bowl 
To fcorn th' s^powerful chflornB of felfiih pafHons, 
ChMy thedaaaliiig pride q£ emulation^ 
That noble weakrjjeftof heroic minds^ . . 
To fink th)ff(^Jf that thou may'jt caift thy country; 
To put the fwg«d into- thy rival's hand, 
And tvKttie thy promfa'd laurels round hisbrow-— — 
O *tis a flight beyond the higheft point > 

Of martial glwy ! and what few can leach. 
G^ for(h» ye chaten minifters of juilke ; 
And may that awful p(iwer, whofe fecirot band 
Sways all our paifioins^ turns ous partial views 
All to its own dfead purrpofes^ attend you I 

Cor. 1 bqcft (o* ec^tec on the glddou-d^ ta& 

You 
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You now hAve marked me out How flow the rime 

Tq tb^ varm fo^lt that » tbo very inflaiU 

It forms, irould c«f(uNr, a great defiga, 

'Tis 1117 advice we warch die ed to i?fl«w ; 

We cannot be too quick. Let the 6t& dawA 

See us in bright array before ber walla. 

Perhaps whea they behold their exile tb«re« 

Back'd by j^m fi>f ce, foine-coafciQus hearts among theoi 

May feel tb' akf na ctf guilt. 

TuL I nHich 2^rovt 
Of tl^is ;wJvicc. 'Tk what I thought before,, 
Ere ftrengtbtn'd* W*wirj, by thy mighty arm : 
But now *tia doobiy right. • Here* FqIJcUu cbiefs> 
H^« If t ouf cQUftcil tcf miaaie-"'The troqpa 
Have ha4 repofe fuifficient. Strait to Rtme^ 
Come, let us urge our marcb'^As yet the ftvs 
Ride ii) their middle watck: we fliall, with eafe. 
Reach it by dawn.' "y * ■ ■ 

Ca*-. Yes, we have ti me ' ■ ti9€> mweb f 

Six tedious h9i»r9 1\\\ morn^-^Bjat h^ce! away! ^ 
My foul on fire ancicipatea the dawQ. 

End 9f tbt SecanJ A^. 

ACT III. SCENE \. 

CoRIOX.ADlUS» TULLITS, Vo^^USIUS, TiTVS, n»xth 

a croud of Volfeian «^^*rjf. Acclamations behind 
tbefcenes. 
Cor, 'VTO nwro'-l merit not this hviA praife. 
x\l Trucu we have drivea the Ranan kgioa$ 
bach, * 

Defeated, and diigrac'd^-^^Bnt what is this? 
Nothing, ye Folfci, nothing yet is done. 

We 
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We but begin the wond*rous leaf of ftory. 

That marks the Roman doom. At length it dawns^ 

The deftin'd hour, that cafes of their fears 

The nations round, and fets Hefperia free. 

Come on, my brave companions of the war ! 

Come, let us fini(h at one mighty ftroke 

This toil of labouring fate- -We will, orperiihf 

^ While, noble TuHus^ you proted the camp, 
I, with my troops, all men of chofen valor. 
And well-approv'd to-day, will ftorm the city. 

TV/. Beneath thy animating conduct, Marcius^ 
What can the Vdfcian valor not perform ? 
Thy very Gght and voice fubdues the /?•/»<?«/. 
When, lifting up your helm, you fliew'd your face. 
That like a comet glar*d dedru^Uon on them, 
I faw their braveft veterans fly before thee* 
Their ancient fpirit has with thee forfobk them. 
And ruin hangs o*er yon devoted walls. 
[Enter an officer y tvho addreffes himfdf /o.Coriolanus.] 

Q^ My lord, a herald is arriv'd ixomRome^ 
To fay, a deputation from the fenate, 
Attended by the minifters of heaven, 
A venerable train of priefts and flamen^, 
Are on the way, addrefs'd to you. 

Cor, To me I 
What can this mefTage mean I — Stand to your arms. 
Ye Volfcian troops; and let thefe /^owa/w pafs 
Betwixt the lowring frown of double files. 
What! do they think me fuch a milky boy. 

To pay my vengeance with a few foft words. 

Come, fellow-foldiers, Tullusy come, and fee. 

If I betray tfte honours you have done me. 

[(?#^j out ivftb a train of Volfcian officers.] 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

TuLLUs, VoLusius, ivHn remain. 

Vol [after fome^lence.} Are we not, 7tf//i//, fail- 
ing in our duty 
Not to attend our general ? 

Tul How! whatfaidft thou? 

Fol Methought, my lord, his parting orders were. 
We iKould attend the triumph now preparing 
O'er alliiis foes at once — Romans and FolfciJ 
Come, we ihall give offence, 

Ttt/. Of this no more. 
I pray thee (pare thy bitter irony. 

Vol. Shall I then fpeak without diiguife? 

Tul. Speak otit, 
With all the honefi bluntncfs of a friend. 
Think'ft thou I fear the truth? 

FoL Then, Tullus, know. 
Thou art no more the general of the Volfcl 
Thou haft, by this thy generous weaknefs, funk 
Thyfelf into a private nian of Anttum, 
Yes, thou haft taken from thy laurefd brow 
The well earn*d trophies of thy toils and perils. 
Thy fpringing hopes, the faireft ever budded. 
And heap'd them on a man too prond before. 

Tul. He bears it high. 

Vol. Death and perdition! high? 
With uncontroul'd command! — Yoti fee, ialready. 
He will not be encumber'd with the fetters 
Of our advice. He fpeaks his fovereign will^ 
On every hand he -iffues out his orders. 
As to his natural (laves. — For you, my lord, 
He has, I think, confined you to your camp, 

B There 
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There in inglorious indolence to languiflij 
While he, beneath your blaftcd eje, ihail reap 
The harveft of your honour. 

Tul. No, Volufius, 
Whatever honour fhall by him be gain*d 
Reverts to me, from whofe fuperior bounty 
He drew the means of all his glorious deeds. 
This mighty chief, this conqueror of Rome^ 
Is but my creature. 

Vol. Wretched felf-delufion 5 
He and the Voljcians know he is thy mafter. 
He adts as fuch in all things — Now, by Mar$^ 
Could my abhorrent foul endure the thought 
Of ftooping to a Roman chief, I here 
Would leave thee in thy folitary camp. 
And go where glory calls. 

TuL Indeed, Voiu/ius, 
I did expedt more equal treatment from him. 
But what of that?— The generous pride of virtue 
Difdains to weigh too nicely the returns 
Her bounty meets with — Like the liberal Gods, 
From her own gracious nature ilie bcftows. 
Nor ftoops to aik reward — Yet mjift I own, 
I thought he would not have, fo foon forgot 
•What he fo lately was, and what I am. 

VoL Gods ! knew you not his charadler before ? 
Did you Jiot know his genius was to yours 
Averfe, as are antipathies in nature ? 
High, over-weening, tyrannoufly proud, 
And only fit to hold command o'er flaves? 
Hence, as repugnant to that equal life. 
Which is the quickening foul of all republics. 
The Roman people caft him forth ; and we, 
Shall we receive the bane of their repofe. 
Into our bread ? Are we iefs free than they ? 
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Or ihall we be more patient of a tyrant ? 

TuL AJl this I knew. But while his imperfeftions 
Are thy glad theme, thou haft forgot his virtues. 
FoL I leave that fubjedl to the fmooth Galefus^ 
And thefe his Folfcian flatterers — His virtues! 
Truft me there is no infolence that treads 
So high as that which rears itfelf on virtue. 

TuL Well, be it fo— I meant, that even his vices 
Should, on this great occaiion, ferve the Folfci, 

yoL Confufion ?' there it is I there lurks the fting 
Of our diihonour ! while this Marcius leads 
The Roman armies, ours are driven before him. 
. Behold, he changes fides ; when with him changes 
The fortune of the war. Strait they grow Voljciy 
And we victorious Romans — Such, no doubt. 
Such is his fecret boaft— Ay, this vile brand 
Succefs itfelf wiH fix for ever on us ; 
And, Tullus^ thou, 'tis thou rauft anfwer for it. 

Tul. [afideJ] His words are daggers to my heart, I feel 
Their truth, but am afham'd to own my folly. 

Fol. Ofhame! O infamy f the thought confumesme. 
It (calds my eyes with tears, to fee a Roman 
Borne on our fhoulders to immortal fame: 
Juft in the happy moment that decided 
The long difpute of ages, that for which 
Our generous anceftors had toil'd and bled. 
To fee him then ftep in and fteal our glory! 

that we firft had periih'd ail I A people, 
Who cannot find in their own proper force 
Their own protection, are not worth the faving ! 

Tul It muft have way! I will no more fupprefs it- 
Know then, my rough old friend, no lefs than thee 
His conduct hurts me and upbraids my folly. 

1 wake as from a dream. What demon mov'd me ? 

Bz What 
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What doting generofity ? his woes. 
Was it his woes I to fee the 'brave reduc'd 
To trull his mortal foe? perhaps, a little 
^ That work'd within my botom— But, Volufitis^ 

That was not all 1 will to thee confefs 

The weaknefs of my heart — Yey, it was pride. 
The dazzling pride to fee my rival-warrior. 
The gTesLtCoriolanust bend his foul. 
His haughty foul, to fue for my protection. 
Protedlion faid I ? were it that alone, 
i had been bafe to have refused him that. 
To have refus'd him aught a gallant foe 
Owes to a gallant foe.« — But to exalt him 
To the fame level, nay above myfelfj 
To yield him the command of half my froops, 
The choiceft adinghalf — That, that was madnefs! 
W^as weak, was mean, unworthy of a man ! 
Fcl. I fcorn to flatter thee— It was indeed. 
Tul. Curfe on the flave Galefus ! foothing, he 
'ISeiz'd the fond moment of infatuation, 
And clinch'd the chains my generous folly forg'd. 
How (hall I from this labyrinth efcape ? 
Muft it then be ! what cruel genius dooms me. 
In war or peace, to creep beneath his fortune? 

y^l That genius is thyfelf. If thou canft bear 
The very thought of (looping to this Roman ^ 
Thou from that moment art hisvaflal, Tullusi 
£y that thou do (I acknowledge, parent nature 
Has form'd him thy fuperior. But if fix'd 
Upon the bafe of manly refolution, 
Thou fay'ft — I will be freeJ I will command! 
I and my country ! then — O never doubt it— 
We ihall find means to crufh this vain intruder $ 
Even I myfelf— this band 

Nay, 
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Nay, hear mc, TuUusy 

'Tisnot yet come to that, that laft refource. 
I do not fay we iliouJd employ the dagger, ' 
While other, better means are in our power, 

7uL No, my Folufius^ fortune will not drive us. 
Or I am much deceiv'd, to that extreme: 
We fhall not want the ftrongeft faireft plea. 
To give a folemn fandion to his fate. 
He will betray himfelf. Whate'er his rage 
Of pafiion talks, a weaknefs for his country 
Sticks in his foul, and he is dill a Roman, 
Soon fhall we fee him t«mpted to the brink 
Of this furc precipice — Then down at once. 
Without remorfe, we hurl him to perdition t 

But hark I. the trumpet calls us to a fcene 
I fhould deteft, if not from hope we thence 
Ma/ ^ther matter to mature our porpofe. 

SCENE IIL 

Wtf bach fcene opens ^ and difcoven Coriolanus fitting 
#if his tribunal, attended bjf bis li^ors, and a croud of 
Volfcian officers. Files of troops drawn up on either 
Band, In the depth of the fcene appear the deputies 
from the Roman fenate^ M. Mimicius, Poflhumus 
Coroinius, Sp. Lartius, P. Pinnarius, «?WQ^Sulpi- 
tiu3, a// confular fenatoriy 'who had been his mofi zea- 
lous friends. And behind them march the prieftsy the 
facrificersy the augurs, and the guardians of the fa- 
cred thingSy dreft in their ceremonial habits, Thefe 
advance flo^fyy bet*wixt the files offoldiers, under 
arms* As Tullus enters^ Coriolanus rifing falutes 
him, 

Coriolanus. 

Here noble Tullus y iit> and judge my coadu^ ;. 

B J. Nor 
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Nor fpare to check me, if I aft amifs. 

Tui. Marcius, the Volfcian fate is in thy hands, 
[Coriolanus isfeateJ agairty and Tullus places himjelf 
upon a tribunal on his left hand. Mean-time the 
Roman deputies advance up to Coriolanus, and fa- 
lute him, luhich he re turns. \ 
Cor. What, Romans:, from the generals of the Voljci, 
Is your demand ? 

Min, O Coriolanus, Rome, 
Nurfe of thy tender years, thy parent-city. 
Her fenators, her people, priefts, and augurs^ 
Her every order and degree, by us> 
Thy ever-zealous, ftill unfKaken friends. 
Sue in the mod pathetic terms for peace. 
And if in this con drained, we from our mazim> 
Never to a(k but give it, muft depart; 
It is fome confolation, in the (late 
To which thou haft by thy fuperior valor 
Reduc'd us, that we a(k it from a Roman. 

Cor. I was a Roman once, and thought the name 
Was not dilhonour'd by me ; but it pleased 
Your lords, the mob of Rome, to take it from me i 
Nor will I now receive it back again. 

Min. The name thou may'ft reje^, but canil not 
throw 
The duties from thee Avhich that name imports j 
IndiiToluble duties bound upon thee 
By the ftrong hand of nature, and confirmed 
By the dread fandion of all-ruling Jo've. 
Then hear thy country's fupplicating voice; 
By all thofe duties I conjure thee hear us. 

Cor, Well — I will hear thee j fpeak, declare thy 

meflage. 
Min. Give peace, give healing peace, to two brave 
nations, 

Fatigu'd 
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Fat!gu*d with, war and fick of cruel deeds ! 

To carry on deftru£tion's eafy trade, 

Afflid mankind, and fcourge the world with war. 

Is what each wicked, each ambitious man, 

Who lets his furious paffioos loofe, may do: 

But in the flattering torrent of fuccefs. 

To check his rage, and drop the avenging fword. 

When a repenting people afk it of him. 

That is the genuine bounty of a God. 

Then urge no farther this your juft refentraent: 

Which, injured as you are, you needs muft feci. 

But never ought to carry into aftion 

Againft your facrcd country j whence you drew 

Your Kfe, your virtues, every moral good, 

That very valor you employ againft her. 

Stop, CoriolanuSi ere, beyond retreat 

You plunge yourfelf in^crimes. To the fierce joy 

Of vengeance pufh*d, to barbarous excefs, 

Repentance will fucceed, and Sickening horror. 

Confider, too, the fiippery (late of fortune. 

The Gods take pleafure oft, when haughty mortals 

On their own pride eredl a mighty fabric, 

By llighteft means, to lay their towering fchemcs 

Low in the duft, and teach them they an? nothing. 

Return, thou virtuous Roman ! to the bofom 

Of thy imploring country. Lo I her arms 

She fondly fpreads to take thee back again. 

Retnt^^orioubled love efface her.harihnefs. 
Which glory.can ^.t .. ^j^j, ^j^^ ^^y^^^^^ ^^^^^^ 

Cor. Marcus Minuciusy and ye ow-< ..^,^^j 
llefpedted fenators, and holy flamens. 
Attend, and take to your demand this anfwer : 

Why court you me, the fervant of the Voljd? 

B4 
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It is to them thit 7011 muft bend for peace^ 
Which on thefc only terms they will accord yoo,^ 
'* Reftore the conquered lands, year farmer wars 
•* Hare ravifh'd from them: from their towns and 

*• cities, 
** Won by your arms, withdraw your colonies s 
** And to the full immunities of Rome 
" Frankly admit them, as you have the Latrnes "' 
Then, Romans y you have peace, and not till then I 
If theie are terms which fuit not your ambition,. 
They fuit the ftate to which the Volfctatt arms 
Have now reduced you— We have learn'd from R^mt 
To ufe our fortune, and command the vanquifh'd. 

TV//. \afidi,'\ Death to my hopes I Tm now his flave 
for ever. 

Or. [addreffing himfelftotbe Volfci.] This, my il- 

hiftrious patrons and protedors, 

Volfciy to you I owed. Permit me now 

To do myfelf and injur'd honour juftice. 

{Turning again to tbt Romans. J 

As to the liberty you idly vaunt 

To give me of returning to your city, 

^Tia what I hold unworthy of acceptance. 

Can I return into th' ungrateful bofom 

Of a di ft rafted ftate, where, to the rage 

Of a vile fenfelefs populace, the laws 

Are by your fhameful weaknefs given aprc: 

Who are the men that hoiLtlu.^-*°"°^o«V 
y^^jjj^^p.j— — ^-^^ncture of your walls !— 

Kewildthought breaks in and troubles reafon f 

With what, ye Romans^ can the fowereft cenfor. 

The moft envenom*d malice juftly charge me ? 

Did I e'er break your laws? Nay, did I e'er 

Do aught that could difturb the facred order. 

The 
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The peace and focial harmony of life ; 
Or taint your antient fan£tity of manners ? 
What was my crime ? I could not bear to fee 
Your dignity debased, to fee the rabble 
Tread on the reverend grey authority 
^ Of (enatorial wifdom ; yes, for you. 
In your defence Ixlid enrage this monfter j 
And yet you bafely left me to its fury. 
Then talk no more of fervices and friendfKip : 
A friend, who can, and does not fhield, betrays me. 
Or if the power was wanting, then your fenate 
Is funk into fervility and bondage. 
Nor fhouid a freeman deign to fit among you. 

Min. The wifeft are fometimes compell'd to yield 
To popular ftorms: yet I defend not Marcius^ 
Our timid condud ; we have felt our error, 
And now invite thee back to aid the fenate, 
With thy heroic fpirit, to reftrain 
The giddy rage of faction, and to hold 
The reins of government more firm hereafter. 

As to th* appeal which thou hail nobly made. 
In vindication of thy fpotlefs fame. 
With pleafiire we confirm it, and bear witnefs 
'To all thy public and thy private virtues : 
But let us alfo beg thee not to ftain 
The brightnefs of that glory by a crime, 
Which, unrepented, would difgrace them all, 
A dire rebellious war againft thy country. 

Cor. AbfurdI What can you mean? To call a^ 
people, 
Who with the lad indignity have us'd me, 
To call my foes my country ? No, Minucius^ 
It is the generous nation of the y^olfci, 
Thefe brave, thefe virtuous men, you fee around* me, 
BS Who, 
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Who, when I wandered a poor helplefs exile. 
Took pity of my injuries and woes; 
Forgot the former mifchiefs of my fword; 
Heap'd on me kindnefs, honours, dignities ; 
Fear'd not to truft me with this high command, 
And plac'd me here the guardian of their caufe : — 
Be witnefs, Jo^ve! — It is alone their nation 
I henceforth will acknowledge for my country ! 
Let this fuffice' — you have ray anfwer, Romans. 

Com, This anfwer, Conoianusy is the didlate 
More of thy pride than magnanimity: 
*Tis thy revenge that gives it, not thy virtue. 
Art- thou above the Gods? who joy to fhow*r 
Their doubled goodnefs on repenting mortals? 
But think not I intend, by this, to urge 
Our profer'd peace, fo harflily treated, further. 
That were a weaknefs ill becoming Romans, 
^ Yet I muft tell thee, it would better fuit 
A fierce despotic chief of barbarous (laves, ^ 
Than the calm dignity of one who fits 
In the grave fenate\)f a free republic. 
To talk fo high, and as it were to thruft 
Plebeians from the native rights of man. ■ 

Cor. Ha! doft thou come the people's advocate 
Tome, Cominius! comeft thou toinfult me? 

Com. Nay, hear me, Marcius : — Thefe grey hairs 
impower me 
To fet thee right before this great aiTembly : 
And there was once a time, thou wouldft have heard 
Thy general'wlth deference and patience 
I tell thee then, whoe'er amidft the fons 
Of reafon, valor, liberty, and virtue, 
Dirpl^ys didinguifh'd merit, is a noble 
Of nature's own creating. Such have rifen. 

Sprung. 
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Sprung from- the duft jor where had been our honours ? 

And fuch in radiant bands will rife again, 

In yon immoTtal city, that, when moft 

Depreft by fate, and near apparent ruin. 

Returns, as with an energy divine, 

On her aftoniili'd foes, and iliakes them from her — 

Your pardon, Folfci — ^But this, Coriolanus^ 

Is what I had to fay* 

Cor. And I have heard it ^ 

[Ri/tng ft om his tribunal', and the 
priejis advancing to addrejs bim^ 
he prevents them y] 

For you, ye awful minifters of heaven. 
Let me not hear your holy lips profan'd 
By urging what my duty niuft refufe, 
I l30w in adoration to the Gods ; 
I venerate their fervants. But there is, 
There is a power, their chief, thek darling care^ 
The guardian of mankind^ which to betray 
Were violating all — And that is juftice. 
So far my public character demands j 
So far my honour — Now, what fhould forbid 
The man, add friend, to be indulg'd a little? * 

Permit me to embrace thee, good Minudus, 
ThcQ Lartius; yoUyPinnarius BJid Sulpitius: 
But chiefly thee, Cominiusy who firft rais'd me 
To deeds of arms ; who from thy confular brow- 
Took thy own crown, and with it circled mine. 
Tho* nought can ihake my purpofe, yet I wifli 
That Rome had fent me others on this errand. 
I thank you for your friendihip. The protedlion. 
Which you have given to thofe, whom once I calFct 
By tender names,- I would not now remember. 
How ilxall I— fay — return your generous goodnefs ^ 

O thete 
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O there is nothing you, as friends, can aft. 

My grateful heart will not with pleafure grant yon. 

Com. We thank thee, Coriolanus — But a Roman 
Difdains that favour you refufe his country. 

Cor. iTo the Volfcian officers] See that they be, with 
due regard and fafety, 
Condudled bacL 

[To the Kom^n fenators.'] I will fufpend th' aflault. 
Till to thefe terms, of which we will not bate 
The fmalleft part, your fenate may have time 
To fend their lateft anfwer. Then we cut 
All further treaty oiF. Romans, fareweJ. 

EifD of the Thihd Act, 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

TuLLUS a/one. 

WHAT is the mind of man? A reftlefs fcenc 
Of vanity and weaknefs; ihifting ftilJ, 
As ihift the Jights of our uncertain knowledge ; 
pr as the various gale of paflion breathes. 

None ever thought himfelf more deeply founded 
On what is right, nor felt a nobler ardor. 
Than I,, when I invefted Caius Marcius 
With this ill-judgM command. Now it appears 
Diftradion, folly, monftrous folly ! meannefs! 
And down I plunge, betray'd even by my virtue. 
From gulph to gulph, from ihame to deeper ihame. 

SCENE II. 

TuLLUs, Galesus. 
Gat lliftcn'd, 7uUus, to th* important fcene 

That 
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That lately pafs'd before us, with moft ftrid^ 
Unprejudiced atte&tion ; and have fince 
Revolved it m my mind, both a»a maa, 
AUy'd to all aumkind» and as a Folfcian, 
Indeed our terms are high, and by the manner 
In which they were prefcrib'd by CoriolanuSj 
Are what we cannot hope will e'er be granted^ 
They (hould be foften'd. Let us yield a Kitle^ 
Confcious ourfelves to a great nation's^ pride, 
. The pride of human nature. Could the Ramans 
Stoop to* fuch peace, commanded by the fword. 
They then were (laves, unworthy our alliance. 

Tul, Gods ! do I hear in thee,, one of the chiefs 
Intruded with the honour of the f^olfci^ . 
An advocate for Rome^ 

GaL I glory, Tulky, 
To own myfelf an advocate for peace. 
Peace is the happy,, natural date of man $ 
War his corruption, his difgrace— 

Tul, His fafeguard ! 
His pride^! his glory t — ^Whatbut war, juft war. 
Gave Greece her heroes? Thofe who drew the fword 
(As we do now) againft thefons of rapine ; 
To quell proud tyrants^ aiid to free mankind. 

Gal. Yes, Tullusy when to juft defence the warrior 
Confines his force, he h a worfhip'd name. 
Dear to mankind, the firft and beft of mortals f 
Yet ftill, if this can by foft means be done. 
And fair accommodation, that is better. 
Why ihould we purchafe with the blood of thoufands. 
What may be gain*d by mutual juft conceflion P 
Why give up peace, the beft of human bleffings, 
For the vain cruel ^ride of ulelefs conqueft ? 

7«/. Thefefoothing dreams of philofophic quiet 

Arc 
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Are only fit for unfrequented fhades. 

The {age fKould quit the buiy buttling world 

III fuited to his gentle meditations, ^ 

And in fome defart find that peace he loves. 

Gal. Mfftaken man I Philofophy confifts not 
In airy fchemes, or idle fpeculations : 
The rule and condua of all focial life 
Is her great province. Not in lonely cells 
Obfcure fhe lurks, but holds her heavenly light 
To fenates and to kings, ta guide their councils^ 
And teach them to reform and blefs mankind. 
All pojicy but her^s is falfe, and rotten ; 
All valor, not condudled by her precepts. 
Is a deftroying fury fent from hell 
To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 

Tul. To ftop the wafte of that deftroying fury,. 
Is the great caufe and purpofe of this war. 
Art thou a friend to peace > — fubdue the Romans, 
Who, who, but they, have turn'd this antient land^ 
Where, from Saturnsan times, harmonious concord 
Still lov'd to dwell, into a fcene of blood, 
Of eudlefs dtfcord and perpetual rapfne i 
The Iword, the vengeful fword^ mutl drain away 
This boiling blood, that thus dtHurbs the nations I 
Talk not of terms. It is a vain attempt 
To bind th' ambitious and unjuft by treaties: 
Thefe they elude a thoufand fpeclous ways ; 
Or if they cannot find a fair pretext. 
They btuili not in the face of heaven to break them- 

Gal. Why then aiFronted heaven will combat fgr us. 
Set juftice on our fide, and then my voice 
Shall be as loud for war as thine ; my fword 
Shall llrike as deep ; at ieaft my blood Hull flow 
As freely, Julius, in my country's caufe* 

But 
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But as I tbeh would die to ferve the Volfcians^ 

So now I dare to ferve them by oppofing, 

Cven with my fingle voice, th' impetuous torr«nt 

That hurries us away beyond the bounds 

Of temperate wifdom ; and prefume to tell thee> 

It is thy paffion, not thy^rudence dictates 

This haughty language. 

TuL Yes, it is my pailion, 
A paffion for the glory of my country. 
That fcorns your narrow views of timid prudence. 
Our injur'd honour drew our fwords, and never 
Shall they be fheath'd while I command the Volfcians^ 
Till R^me fubmits to Antium.^ 

Gnl. Rome will perifh 
Ere fhe fubmit j and fhe has dill her walls, 
The ftrength of her allies, her native valor. 
Which oft has fav'd her in the word extremes. 
And, ftronger yet than all, defpair, to aid her. 

7uL All thefe will nought avail her, if our fears 
Come not to her affiftance — But, Galefus^ 
Why urge you this to me ? Go, talk to Marcius. 
The war has given him all his pride could hope for. 
To fee Rome's fenate humbled at his feet : 
He now may willi to reign in peace at Antium^ 
And thou, perhaps, art come an envoy from him. 
To learn if I ihall prove a quiet fubjedt. 

GaL Thro* this unguarded opening of thy foul, 
I fee what ttings thee — ^Ah ! beware of envy ! 
If that pale fury feize thee, thou art loft ! 
Tullusy 'tis eafier far, from the clear bread. 
To keep out treacherous vice, than to expel \t 
Farewel Remember I have done my duty. [Coes out,] 
TuL [alone.] This man difcerns my heart — Well : 
What of that.* 

Am 






4a C O R lO L A NITS. 

Am I afraid its movements fhould be feen ? 

i, whole clear tbougfats have never fhunn*d the light,» 

Muft I now feek to hide them? O mi8fonttne^ 

To have reduc*d myfclf to fuch a ftate^ 

So much bieneath the greatnefs of my foul. 

That, like a coward, I muft l^ar n td pradtile- 

The wretched arts of vile diffimulation ^ 

By heaven I will not do't — I will not (loop- 

To veil my difcontent a moment longer. 

But fee ! my rival comes, the happy Marciuf. 

His haughty mein, his very looks, affront me. 

SCENE III. 

CoRIOtANUS, TULLUS. 

Cor. Tullusy 1 have receiv'd intelligence^. 
That a ftrong-body of the Latin troops 
Is in full march to raife the (lege of Rome. 
Another day will bring them to its aid. 
But go thou forth, and lead the valiant bands. 
By thee commanded, to repel thefe fuccours. 
Go, and cut off from Rome its lad refource. 

Tul. I lead my troops from the great fcene of adion>. 
From falling /?o/«f, which, ere to-morrow's fun 
Shall fet, may be our prey! fure you forget 
My rank and ftation — I difdain the fervice: 
Give it to fome you may command. For me, 
I own no matter but the Folfcmn ftates. 
Rome is my objedt. I from Antium brought 
The nobleft army ever ihook her walls. 
And fhall I now, on that deciiive day, 
Doom'd by the Gods to lay her pride in allies, 
Shall I be abfent from the glorious work? 
It is [he higbeil outrage ^ven to chink ic,**-^ 

Juii 
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Jo ft Gods ! doft thou prefume lo give thy orders 

To me? to mef thy equal m command? 

Nay, thy fuperior? was it not my hand, 

My lavifh hand,beftow'd thy power upon thee? 

And know, proud Romany, that the man who gave it^ 

Can at his will refume it. 

Cor, I proposed 
This expedition to thee as thy friend, 
Not as thy general, Tullus. We are both 
Commanders here ; and for my ihare of power^ 
Whene'er the council of the Folfcian ftates. 
Who cioth'd me with it» fhall again demand it^ 
1 at their feet will lay it down, perfuaded^ 
The cankered tongue of envy's feif muft owo. 
That by my fervice I have well deferv'd it. 

tuL Was it to theoi^ or me» you thither ctme 
To crave protection ? Was not then your fortune^ 
Your liberty, your life, at my difpoftl I 
I raised you from the duft, a wretched ezile» 
An Otttcaft, helplefs^ friendlefs, driven to beg 
The loweft refuge which defpair can feck,,,,^^^''''"''''''^^ 
Shelter amtdft thy foies. MyjitsirgratefiiU 
Froteaed, tng^td^^»d^^>f**^^^^ 
Oill-gUsy-frarrG^sI 
wcitrfthefe words from Ttdlus^ t 

Tui. What for all this 
Is thy return? pride j felf-fofficiency? 
Councils apart from mine ; defpotic orders % 
The glory of the war all piifer'd from mel 
And, to complete the who^e, a Latin may 
Now conjurM up to draw me from the fiegeit 
Till by cajoling our tame chiefs, and dazzling 
The fenfelcfs eyes of the low mob. of foldicrs, 

Thoii 
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Thou /halt be folely feated in the power 

Which, thank my folly ! now is ihar'd betwixt u». 

Cor. O indignation? — Down, thou fwelling heart — 
I will be calm—-! will— Thou doft ac«ufe me 
Of the worft vice that can debafe mankind, 
Of black ingratitude. On what foundations? 
What have I done to merit fuch a charge? 
Is it my fault, if in the Volfcian army 
My name is as rever*d and great as thine? 
Can J forbid authority and fame. 
To follow merit and fuccefv ? — r-You knew 
The man whom you employed, and ihould have known 
He would not be a cypher in employment 

TuL Think'ft thou my heart can better brook thiui 
thine 
To be that cypher 1 that dlflionourM tool! 
Subfervient to th' ambition of another ? 
Gods ? 1 had rather live a drudging peafant. 
Unknown to glory, in fome AlptM village i 
Than at the head of thefe vidorious legions, 
1^ the high name of chief, without the power. 
And thou litouno. I will command indeed : 
To treat their generarnith all the Volfcian arroy» 

Cor. Refpea! "^ 

T«//i/5/ tulluil by the powers divine! 

1 bore thee once refpea, as high as man 

Can fhew to man. From thee, my foe, my rivals 
I nor difdain'd, nor feared to a(k proteaion. 
You gave me all I alk'd, you gave me more. 
With noble warmth of heart-! which to efteem^ 
Added the ties of gratitude and fricndfhip. ** 
Whatever-fince, in council, or in arms. 
Has been by me atchiey'd; was done for thee. 
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My glory all was thine. The palms I gain'd 
Only compos'd a garland for his brow, 
^^^ho rais'd this bani/K'd man to tread on Rome. 

Tul. To tread on him who rais'd him — ^That, I know. 
Is thy ambitious purpofe ; but be certain. 
However /?o«^ may bend beneath thy fortune, 
Thoii ihalt not find an eafy conqueft here. 

Cor, M^yJo<ve with lightning ftrike me to the centre. 
If from the day I faw thy face at Antiumy 
My heart'has ever form'd one fecret thought 
To hurt thy honour, or deprefs thy greatnefs : 
^ -^^ thy friend, thy foldicr, and thy fervant. 
But now i;n 33 openly avow. 
Thy jeaioufy las,, w.^ e^^enoi^d breath. 
Made fuch a fudden ravage ^ „^ fHcndihip, 
I know not what to think.- 

7uL Think me thy foe. \ 
There is no lafting friendfliip with the proud. 

Cor, Nor with the jealous—- But of this enough. 
Come, let u*s turn our fire a nobler way : 
We have a worthier quarrel to purfue." 
It were unjuft, difhonourable, bafe. 
Our pride fhould hurt the FQlfcian caufe. 

TuL No, Marcius, 
I mean to guard it better for the future: 
The Folfcian caufe is fafeft with a Folfcian. 
I therefore claim, infift upon my right; 
That you Ihould yield me my command tn turn. . 
The firft attack was yours : 'tis fcanty juftice. 
The fecond Ihould be mine. 
~ Cor, Tuilusy 'tis yours. 
O it imports not which of us command ! 
Give roe the lowed rank among your troops j 

AH Itnly will know, the voice of fame 

Will 
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Will tell all future times, that I was prefent;. 
That Coriolanus in the Volfcian army 
Aflifted, when imperial Rome was fack'd ; 
That city which, while he maintarn'd her caufe^ 
Invincible herfelf, made Antium tremble. 
Ttf/. What arrogant prefumptiont 

S C E N E IV, * 

^0 them VoLUSius, entering baftify. 

TuL Hal Volufius, 
Thy looks declare feme meflagit of importaijc^'' ' ' 

FoL Tuilus^ they do— I waa to^ji^-^'^fA^anfUf^ 
To thcc a fecond deputariap-^-T**^ 
Thy mother, afld^^^T^ "^'^^ • '^"« ^W'i 

Of allriK^^^^ • " ^^^ "" ^°**» 
j^^J^-^tmng habits clad» approach our camp^ 

---^receded by a herald, to demand 
Another audience of thee. 

Cor. How, Volufitts! 
Said you lYit Rman ladiest Low, indeedT, 
Muft be the ftate of Rome, when thus her matrons 
She fenda amidft the tumultaof a camp. 
To beg protedfcion for the men,, who lye 
Trembling behind their rampartS"'— come f once more I 
And fee me put an end to prayers and treaty I 

S C E N E V. 

TULLUS, VoEiTsiuau 
f^ol TuUusy 'tis well. This anfwers to my wiIRca. 
7ui* Howl what is well? that humbled Rome onc» 
more 
ShalJ deck bimwith the trophies of our arms ? 

To/. And 
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Vol And hopeft thou nothing from this bleft event? 
They who have often blotted mighty heroes. 
Who oft have ftplen into the firmeft hearts, 
And melted them to folly ; they, my friend, 
Will do what wifdom never could effedt. 

^uL Think' ft thou the prayers and tears of wailing 
women 
Can fliake the man, who with (uch cold difdain 
Stood firm againft thofe venerable confuls. 
And fpurn'd the genius of his kneeling country ? 

Vol. It was his pride alone that made him purs* 
That paflion kept him firm; the flattering charm 
Of humbling thofe, who in their perfons bore 
The whole collected majefty of Rome, 
Thefe women are no proper objefts for it : 
He cannot triumph o'er his wife and mother. 
-On this my hopes are founded, that thefe women 
May by their gentler influence fubdue him. 

Tul, Whatever th* event, he fhall no longer Jiere, 
As wave his paflions, dictate peace or war. 
"Whether his ftubl?orn foul maintains its firmnefs. 
Or yields to female prayers, the Volfcian honour 
Will be alike betray'd. If Rome prevails. 
He ffops our conquering arms from her deilru£tion ; 
If he rejects her fuit, he reigns our tjrrant. 
But, by th' immortal Godsf his ihort-Iiv'd empire 
Shall never fee yon radiant fun defcend. 

Vol. Bleft be thofe Gods that have at laft infpir'd thee 
With refolution equal to thy caufe^ 
The caufe of liberty f 

Tul. Be fure, Volufius^^ 
If that fhould happen whicli thy hopes portend s 
Should he, by nature tamed, difarm^d by lovci 
Refpite the R^man doom^ — He feals his owa: 

By 
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fiy heaven! he dies. 

Vol Let me ^embrace thee, Tullus ! 
Now breaking from the cloud, which, like the fun. 
Thy own too bounteous beams had drawn around thee. 

fuL You was deceiv'd, my friend. When 1 with 
tamenefs, 
With tamenefs which aftoni/h'd thy brave fpirit, 
Seem'd to fubmit to that unequal fway 
He arrogated o'er me j know, my heart 
Ne'er fwell'd fo high as in that cruel moment. 
y[y indignation, like th' imprifoo'd fire 
Pent in the troubled bread of glowing Aetna^ 
Burnt deep andfilent: but, colledted now. 
It fhaM beneath its fury bury Marciusl 
* ris fixt. Our tyrant dies. 

Vol. Tullusy my fword 
Here claims to beeraploy'd. — Nor mine alone-— 
There are fome worthy Volfci ftill remaining. 
Who think with us, arid pine beneath the laurels 
A Roman chief beftows. 

Tul. Go, frnd them ftrait, 
And bring them to the fpace before his tent; 
•ris there he will receive this deputation. 
Then if he finks beneath thefe womens prayers — 
Or if he does not — But, Voluftus^ wait, 
I give thee ftridteft charge to wait my fignal. 
Perhaps I may find means to free the Voljci 
Without his blood. If not — We will be free. 

End ol the Fourth Aa. 

ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE,!. 

Trumpets founding, 

Vbefcene difcovers the camp, a croud of Volfcian offi- 
cers , ivith files of foldiersy dra<wn up as before. £«- 
/^r Coriolanus, Tulius, Galefus, Volufius. Ti&d' Ro- 
man ladies ad<vajice floiuly from the depth of the 
ftage^ *with Veturia, the mother of Coriolanus, and 
Volumnia, his wife, at their heady alidad in habits 
of mourning. Coriolanus Jiands at the head of the 
Volfci, furrounded by his li&ors ; but, ixihen heper^ 
W'ves his mother and luife^ after fome flruggle^ he 
4id*vanceSy and goes hafiily to embrace them. 

Coriolanus, advancing. 

LOWER yourfafces, Haors— 
Oh Feturia ! 
Thou beft of parents! 
Vet. Coriolanus y ftop. 
Whom am I to embrace? A fon, or foe? 
Say, in what light am I regarded here ? 
Thy mother, or thy captive? 

Cur. Jufily^ Madfim, 
You check my fondnefs, that, by nature hurry'd. 
Forgot I was the general of the Volfci y 
And you a deputy from hoilile Rome. 

[He goes back to his former ftation^ 
1 hear you with refpciSl. Speak your coramiifion. 

Vet. Think not I come a deputy from Rome. 
R^me^ once reje£ted, fcorns a fecond fuit. 
You have already heard whate'er the tongue 
or eloquence can plead, whatever the wifdom 

Of 
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Of facred age, the dignity of fenates, 

And virtue can enforce. Behold me here, 

iSent by the ihades of jour immortal fathers. 

Sent by the genius of the Marcian 4ine, 

Commiflion'd by my own maternal heart. 

To try the foft, yet ftronger powers of nature. 

Thus authorized, I aflc, nay, claim a peace. 

On equal, fair, and honourable terms. 

To thee, to Rome^ and to the Volfcian people, 

<jrant it my fon. Thy mother begs it of thee. 

Thy wife, the beft, the kindeft of her fex. 

And thefe illuftrious matrons, who have footh'd 

The gloomy hours thou haft been ablent from us. 

We, by whatever is great and good in nature. 

By every duty, by the Gods, conjure thee! 

To grant us peace, and turn on other foes 

Thy arms, where thou may'ft purchafe virtuous gloiy. 

Cor. Ifliould, Fetufia^ break thofe holy boftds 
That hold the wide republic of mankind, 
Society, together; I fhould grow 
A wretch, unworthy to be call'd thy fon; 
I ikould, with my Volumnia'^ fair efteem, 
Forfeit her love; thefe matrons would defpife me— 
Could I betray the Volfcian caufe, thus trufted. 
Thus recommended to me — No, my mother. 
You cannot, fare you cannot a(k it of me ! 

Vet, And does my fon/o little know me? me! 
Who took fuch care to form his tender years. 
Left to my condua by his dying father ? 
Have I fo ill deferv'd that truft ? alas! 
Am I fo low in thy efteem, that thou 
Should'ft ere imagine I could urge a part 
Which in the leaft might ftain the Marcian honour? 
J^o, let me perifli rather! periihalll 
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Life has no charms compared with fpotfefs glory ! >j 

I only aflc, thou wouldft forbid thy troops » | 

7*0 wade our lands, and to ailault yon city, 1 

Xiil time be given for mild and righteous meafuces. | 

Orantus but one year's truce: mean*while thou may'ft, 
^ATith honour and advantage to both nations. 
Between us mediate a perpetual peace. 

Cor, Alast my mother! that were granting alL 

Vtt. Canft thou refufe me fuch a juft petition, 
TThe firft requeft thy mother ever made thee ? 
Canft thou to her intreaties, prayers, and tears. 
Prefer a favage obftinate revenge? 
Have love and nature loft all power within thee ?, 

' Cor, No, — in my heart they reign $s ftrong as ever. 
Come, I con>Mre yoti, quit ungrateful Romei 
Come, and complete my happinefs at Antium^ 
You, and my dear Folumtda — There, Feturiay ^ 

There ftiali you (ee with what refpc^ the Vol/H ■ , ^ 

Will treat the wife and mother of their general. '1 

Vet. Treat me thyself with more refpe£k, my fon ; •: 

Nor dare to fliock my ears with iuch propolals. 
Sbali I deferc my country, i whq^ come • ] 

To plead her caufe? Ah nol— ^A grave in Rome .^ 

Would better pleafe me, than a throne at Antium, j 

How fiaft thou thus foriaken all my precepts ? k 

How haft thou thus forgot thy love to Rome? '^ 

O Coriolanusy whei^ with hoftile arms, ^| 

With fire and fword, ypu entered on our borders, 
Did not t^9 foftering air« that breathes around us, ^ 
Allay thy guilty fury, and inftil , 
A certain native fweetnefs thro' thy foul? ^ 

Did not your heart thus murmur to itielf ? 
** Thefe walls contain whatever can command 
" Refpe^t from virtue, or is dear to nature, 

C "The 
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•* The monuments of piety and valor, 

** The fculptur'd forms, the trophies of my fathers, 

** My houfliold Gods, my mother, wife and children I 

Cor, Ah ! you (educe me with too tender vie%irs! 
Thefe walls contain the moft corrupt of men, 
A bafe feditious herd ; who tiample order, 
Diftin£lion, juftice, laws, beneath their feet, 
Infolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue ! 

ret. Thou haft not thence a right to lift thy hand 
Againft the whole community, which forms 
Thy ever facred country — that confifls 
Not of coeval citizens alone : 
It knows no bounds ; it has a retrofpedt 
To ages paft ; it looks on thofe to cotne ; 
And grafps of all the general worth and virtue. 
Suppofe, my fon, that I to thee had been 
A harih obdurate parent, even unjuft: 
How would the moqftrous thought with horror ftrike 

thee, ' 

Of plunging, from revenge, thy raging fteel 
Into her breaft, who nursed thy infont years! — : — 

Cor, Rome lino morel that i^om^ which nurs'd my 
youth ; 
That Rome, conduced by Patrician virtue. 
She is no more ! MyfWord fhall'now cTiaftife 
Thefe fons of pride and dtrt ! her upftart tyrants f 
Who have debas*d the nobleft ftate on earth 
^ InXo a fordid democratic fadion. 
Why will my mother join her caufe to thelrg? 

Fet, Forbid it, Jov^/ that I fhould e'er diftiiiguifli 
My intereft from the general caufe of Rome; 
Or live to fee a foreign hoftiie arm 
Reform th' abufes of our land of freedom. [Paufing.] 
But 'tis in yain, I find, to reafon more. 

Is 
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Is there no way to reach thy fiiki hearty 
Once famed as much for piety as courage ? 
'Oft haft thou juftly triumph'd, Coriolanus i 
Now yield one triumph to thy vidow'd mother j 
And fend me back amidft the loud acclaims^ 
The grateful tranfports of deliver'd Rome^ 
The happieft fair, the moft renown'd of women ! 

Cor. Why, why, Veturia^ wilt thou plead in vain? 

Jul. [ajidi to Volujius.^ Sec, fee, Folujiusy how th« 
ftrong emotions 
Of powerful nature ihake his inmoft foul f 
See how they tear him.— If he long refifta them, 
He is a God, or fome thing worfe than man. 

Vet, O Marcius^ Marcius! canft thou treat me thus ? 
Canft thou complain o^ Rom^% ingratitude'^ 
Yet be to me fo cruelly ungrateful? 
To me I who anxious rear'd thy youth to glory ? 
Whofe only joy, thefe many years, has been 
To boaft that Corisianus wa»^my foa ? 
And doft thoii then renounce me for thy mother ? 
Spurn me before thefe chiefs, before thofe foldiera, 
That weep thy ftubborn cruelty ? Art thou 
The hardeft man to me in this aflembly? 
Look at me! Speak I 

[Paufingy during nvbich he if pears 
in great agitation,] 

StHl doft thou turn away ? 
Inexorable? filent?— Then, behold me. 
Behold thy mother, at whofe fttt thou oft 
Haft kneei'd with fondnefs, kneeling now at thine. 
Wetting thy ftern tribunal with her tears. 

Cor. [raifesher.] Feturiay rife. I cannot fee thee thus. 
It is a fight uncomely, to behold 
My mother at my feet, and that to urge 

C 2 Afuit» 
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A fuit, rclentlefs honour muft rcfiifc. 

Fol. [ad<vancing.'] Since, Corioianus, thou doft ftill 
retain. 
In fpite of all thy mother now has pleaded, 
Thy dreadful purpofe, ah T how much in vain 
Were it for me to join my fupplications! 
The voice of thy Volumniay once fo pieafing ; . 
How ihall it hope to touch the hufband's heart. 
When proof againft the tears of fuch a parent ? 
I dare not uige what to thy mother thou 
So firmly haft deny'd — But I muft weep — 
Muft weep, if not thy harftifeverity, 
At leaft thy iituation. O permit me 

[Taking his kand.] 
To fticd my guftiing tears upon thy hand [ 
To prefs it with the cordial lips of love! 
And take my laft farewel ! 

Cor. Yet, yet, my foul. 
Be firm, andpcrfever o 

rel. Ah Corioianus f 
Is ^en this hand, this hand to me devoted, 
The pledge of nuptial love, that has fo long 
Protedled, blefs'd, and fhelter'd us whh kindnefs^ 
Now lifted up againft us? Yet I love it, 
And, with fubmiffive veneration, bow 
Beneath th' afHidion which it heaps upon us. 
But O ! what nobler tranfports would it give thee! 
What joy beyond expreiEon! couldft thou once 
Surmount the furious ftorm of fierce revenge^ 
And yield thee to the charms of love and mercy. 
Oh make the glorious trial! 

Cor, Mother! wife! 
Are all the powers of nature leagu'd againft me ! 
I cannot!— will not!— Leave me, my Folumnia! 

FoL Well, 
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Vol. Well, I obey — How bitter thus to part! 
Upon fuch terms to part! perhaps for ever I ■ 
But tell me, ere I hence unroot my feet, 
When to my lonely home I fhaJl return, 
What from their fathet to our little flaves, 
Unconfcious of the iKame to which you doom them. 
What fhall I fay? iPaufing, be highly agitated] 

Nay, tell me, Coriolanus ! 

Cor. Tell thee ! What ihall I tell thee ? Sec thefe 
tears! 
Thefe tears will tell thee what exceeds the power 
Of words to fpeak, whatever the fon, the hulband. 
And father, in one complicated pang. 
Can feel—- But leave me; — even in pity leave me! 
Ceafe, ceafe, to torture me, my dear Volumnia ! 
You only tear my heart; but cannot fhake it: 
For by th' immortal Gods, /the dread avengers 
Of broken faith ! 

rol. [kneeling.] Oh fwear not, Coriolanus ! 
Oh vow not our deftruftion ! 

Fet. Daughter, rife. 
Let us no more before the Volfcian people 
Expofe ourfelves a fpedlacle of fhame. 
It is in vain we try to melt a breaft. 
That to the bed affedtions nature gives us. 
Prefers the worft — Hear me, proud man ! I have 
A heart as ftout as thine. I came not hither. 
To be fent back reje6led, baffled, ihamed. 
Hateful to Rome^ becaufe I am thy mother : 
A Roman matron knows, in fuch extremes. 
What part to take — And thus I came provided. 

{Dranx^ingfrom under her robe a dagger.] 
Go! barbarous fon! go! double parricide f 
Rulli o'er my corfe to thy belov'd revenge ! 

C 3 Tread 
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Tread on the bleeding breaft of her, to whom 
Thouow*ft thy lifel— Lo, thy firft viaiin! 

Cor, Ha! [Seizing bir band.} 

What doft thou mean? 

f^et. To die, while Rome is free. 
To feize the moment ere thou 4rt her' tyrant. 

Cor. O ufe thy power more juftly ! Set not thus 
My tieacherous heart in arms again (I my reafoo. 
Here! here! thy dagger will be well emivloyVif 
Strike here I and reconcile my fighting duties. 

r^/. OfF!— Set me free!— Think'ft thou that grafp, 
which binds 
My feeble hand, can fetter too my will? 
No, my proud fon! thou canft not make' me live. 
If Rome mud fall ! — No power on earth can do it ! 

Cor. Pity me, generous Fol/ci f — You are men— 
Muft it then be? — Confufion! — ^Dol yield? 
What is it? Is it wcaknefs? Is it virtue? — — 

Well ! 

ret. What? Speak! 
Cor, O, no ! — my ftifled words refufe 
A pafTage to the throes that wring my heart. 

ret. Nay, if thou yieldeft, yield fike Corioianusi 
And what thou doft, do nobly ! 

Cor. [quitting ber band.] There! — ^"Tisdone! — 
Thine is the triumph, nature ! 
[Tq Yeturia in a lo*w tone of voice."] Ah, Vetthrin! 
Rffme by thy aid is fav'd — ^but thy fon loft. 

/^t/. He never can be loft, who faves his country. 
Cor. [turning to tbe Roman ladies.] Ye matronr, 
guardians of the Roman fafety, 
You to the (enate may report this anfwer. 
We gr^tit the truce you alk. But on thefe terms : 
That Romiy mean-time, fhall to a peace agree, 
Fair, equal, juft, and fuch as may fecure 
Tht fafety, rights, and honour of the ^tf//cf. 

[To tbe troops.} 
Volfci, we raife the (iege. Go, and prepare. 
By the firft dawn, for your return to Antium. 

[As tbe troops reiircy and Coriolanus turns 
to the Roman ladies -A 

TuL 
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tul [/o Volufius afide,] ' 'TU as wc wifli'd, Foiw 
fius — To your ftation. 
But mark me well — ^Till thou fhalt hear my call, 
I charge thee not to ftir. One offer more 
My honour bids me make to this proud maa. 
Before we ftrike the blow***If he.reje£ts.it, 
His blood be on his head^ • « 

Vol, Well! I obey you. [Heg9esout.] 

Cor. Be it thy care, GjtUfus, that a fafeguard 
Attend thefe noble matrons back to R^me, 

SCENE II. 

CoRlOLANVSy TuLLTTS. . 

Cor, I plainly, Tuilus^ by your looks difcern 
You difapprove my condu^. 

T»/. Cmus MarciuSj 
I mean not to affail thee with the clamour 
Of loud reproaches, and the war of words ; 
But, pride apart, and all that can pervert 
The light of fteady reafon^ here to make 
A candid fair propofaL 

Cor, Speak. 1 hear thee^ 

Tul, I need not tell thee, that I have performed 
My utmoft piomife. Thou haA been protected i 
Haft had thy amplefl, moil ambitious wiih : 
Thy wounded pride is heaPd, thy dear reyenge 
Compkatly fated i and to crown thy fortune. 
At the fame time thy peace with R6me reftor'd. 
Thou art no more a Volfcian^ but a Roman, 
Return, return; thy duty calls upon thee 
Still to protect the city thou haft faved : 
It ftiU may be in danger from our arms. 

Cor. InColent man. Is this thy fair prpppfal?, 

TuL Be patient— 'Hear me fpeak — I have already 
From Rome protedted thee ; now from the Volfciy 
From their juft vengeance, I will ftill protect thee. 
Retire. I will take care thou mayft with fafety. 

Cor, With fafety !— Heavens !— And think'ft thou, 
Corhlanus 

Will 
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Will (loop to thee for fafety ? No! mj fafegutrd 

Is in myfelf, a bofotn void of blame. 

And the great Gods, protedors of the juft. — 

O 'tis an a£t of cowardice and bafenefs. 

To feize the very time my hands were fetter'd. 

By the ftrong chain of former obligations, 

The fafe, fare moment to infult me ! — Gods! 

Were I now free, as on that day I was. 

When at Corioli I tamed thy pride. 

This had not been. 

7ul. Thou fpeak'ft the truth: ft had not. 
O for that time again / Propitious Gods, 
If you will blefs me, grant it! — ^Know, for that> 
For that dear purpofe, I have now propos'd 
Thou ihouldft return. I pray thee, Marcius^ do it! 
And we ihall tneet dgaih on nobler terms. 

Cor. When to the Folfci I have cleared my faith. 
Doubt not I fhall^find means to meet thee nobly. 
We then our generous quarrel may decide 
Jn the bright front of fome embattled field. 
And not in private brawls, like fierce barbarians. 

7uL Thoucanft not hope acq ui.ttal from ihtVolfci.'-^ 

Cor. I do : — Nay more, expedt their approbation. 
Their thanks! I will obtain them fuch a peace 
As thou durft never afk ; a perfed union 
Of their whole nation with imperial Rome 
In all her privileges, all her rights. 
By the juft Gods, I will! What woaldft thou more? 

7ul, What would I more! proud Roman? This I 
would ; 
Fire the curft foreft where thefe Roman wolves 
Haunt and infeft their nobler neighbours round them ; 
Extirpate from the bolbni of this land 
A falfe perfidious people, who, beneath 
The mafque of freedom, are a combination 
Againfi the liberty of human-kind, 
The genuine feed of outlaws and of robbers. 

Cor. The feed of Gods ! — 'Tis not for thee, vain 
boaftcr ! 
'Tis not for fuch as thou,,fo often fpared 
By her victorious fword, to talk of Rome^ 

But 
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But wicli rttfpe£t and awful veneration. 
V^hate'er feer blots, whatever her giddy factions, 
There is mote virtue in one fingle year 
Of Roman ftory, than your Volfcian annals 
Can boaft thro* all your creeping dark duration f 

TuL I thank thy rage. This full difplays the traitor. 

Cor. Ha! traitpr! 

T«/. Firft, to thy own country^ traitor I 
And traitor, now, to mine I 

Cor, Ye heavenly powers ! 
I fliall break loofe — My rage — But let us part 
Left my rafh hand fhould do a hafty deed 
My cooler thought forbids. 

- Ttt/. Begone — Return ■ ■ 
To he^ the Roman troops, I grant the quittance 
Full and complete of all thofe obligations 
Thou haft fo oft infultingly complain'd 
Fettcr'd thy hands. They now are free. I court 
The worft thy fword can do; whilft thou from me 
Haft nothing to eipedl, but fure deftrudlion. 
Quit then this hoftile camp. Once more I cell thee. 
Thou art not here one iinglg iouriaiaffityi^ 

Cor. Think^ft thou to ffight me hence f 

TuL Thou wilt not then ? 
Thou vinlt not take the fafety which I offer ? 

Cor. Till I have cleared my honour in your council. 
And proved before them all, to thy confufion, 
The falihood of thy charge j as foon in battle 
I would before thee fly, and howl for mercy, 
As quit the ftation they have here aftign'd me. 

TuL Volufiusl Hoa! 

S C E N E III. 

*To them Voiusius, and confpirators^ iviib their 
/words drawn. 

ffuL Seize and fecure the traitor ! 
Cor. [Lqying bis hand upon his /word.] Who dares 
approach me, dies! 

Fol. 
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Vol. Die thou I 

[As CorioJanus drawos his fword^ Vo- 

lulius and the c^nfpirators rujb upon 

and ftah bim. Tulius ftanding hy^ 

. 'without ha^uing dra*wn bis /word.} 

Cor, {Endeavouring to free bimfelf.] Off! — Vilkkis I 

[Falling.^ O murdering flaves! AflkifinatiDg Cowards !- 

Dies,^ 

S C E N E IV. 

[Upon the noije of the tumult^ enter hajiily to them 
Galefus, the other deputies of the Voifcian ftates^ 
officers^ friends of CoriolaiiuSi and Titus njoith a 
large hand of foldiers.'\ 

Gal [as^e enters,] Are we a nation ruled hj laws, 
or fury? 

Howl whenee this tumult? — [P^Hfifg*] 

Gods I what do I fee? 
The noble Marcius (lain ! 

Tui, You fee a traitor 
PuniiVd as he deferv'dy the Roman yoke 
That thraird us broken, and the Voifai freef 

Gal, Hear me, gteat Jove! Hear, all 70a injur'd 
powers 
Of friendfhip, hofpitality and faith I 
By that heroic blood, which from the ground 
Reeking to you for vengeance cries, I iwear f 
This impious breach of your eternal Iftws, 
This daring outrage on the Voifcian honour, 
Shall find in me a rigorous avenger ! 
On the fame earth, polluted by their crime, 
I will not live with thefe unpunifh'd ru^ans ? 

Tul. This deed is mine: I claim it all I— Tiiefe men, 
Thefe taliant men, were biit my inftninients. 
To puniih him who to our face betrayed us. 
We fhall not fear to anfwer to the Volfci, 
In a full council of the ftateff at Aniiunty 
The glorious charge of having ftabb*d their traitor ! 

Gal. Titus, tiH then fecure them. 

[TuUus and confpirators are led off.] 
[Galefus, 
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[Gsllefus, ftanding o<ver the body of Coriolanus, after i 

afiortpaufcy proceeds, "] \ 
. Volfcian fatheni» 

And ye, brave foldiers, fee an awful fcene> 

Demanding furious, folemn meditation., ^ 

This man was once the glory of his age, ^ 
Difinterefted, juft, with every virtue 
Of civil life adorn'd, in arms unequali'd. 

His only blot was this; that, much provoked, ^ 

He rais'd his vepgefpl arip againft his country. * 

And, lo ! the righteous Gods have now chaftis'd him^ ' 

Even by the hands of thofc for whom he fought. • ^ 

Whatever private views and paflions plead. 

No caufe can juilifyfo t^lack a deed : ^ 

Thefe, when the angry tempeft clouds the foul, . 

May darken reafon, and her courfe eontroul; ' 

But when the profped clears, her ftartled eye 

Muft from the treacherous gulph with horror fly. 

On whofe ^ild wave, by ftormy pafljon? toft. 

So many haplefs wf etches have been ioft. \ 

Then be this truth the ftar by which we fteer, - '^ 

Above ourfelves our QoxjmKY fhoutd be dear. 

End of the Fifth Act. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Mrs. Woffington, 



WELL!- Gentlemen I and are you ftill fr vain 
To treat our f ex ivith arrogant difdaini 
And thinks to you ahne hy partial Hea<ven 
Superior fenfe and fo^ftreign po'wer are given^ 
When in thefiory told to-ni^ty you findy 
With Rabat a houndlejs fnut^ ive rule the mindf, 
And by a fe*u)foft ivords of ours, luitbxafe. 
Can turn the proudeji hearts juji 'where tue pleafe? , 
If an old mother had fucb poiuerful charms , 
ioftop aftuhhom Roman'j conquering arms,'-^ 
Soldiers andftatefmen oftbejk di^Sy *with you^ 
What think yoi( loould a fair you^tg mifirefs do? 
If *with my grave difcourfe and tvrinkled face^ 
I thus could hring a hero to difgnuice^ 
H^njt) ahfolutely may I hope to reign 
Nvw I am turned to my' onunfbape again! 
However y J tvHl ufe.my ^empire voelli 
Andy if t have a certain magic f pell 
Or in my tongue ^ or 'jjoity or Jhapey or eyes y I 
Which canfuhdue thefirong, and fool the viifty 
Be not alarm' d: I will not interfere 
In ftate-dffairsy nor undertake tofieer ^ 
The helm of government ^"-^as *we are told 
Thefe female politicians did of old: 
Such dangerous heights I never tvijb'd to climh"-^ 
Thank heavn I better can employ my tim e ■ 



Ajkyou to what my power ijball apply ? 
To make my fubjeds blefiy is my reply^ 
My purpofes are gracious ally and kind. 
Some may he told — and fame may be divined: 
Oney which at prefent I have mojf at hearty 
To you without referve I will tmpart: 
It is myfovereign willy — Hear and obeyy — 
That you with candor treat this Orphan Play. 



